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the old calm returning. "Come when you will, Julie. Life
will begin again."
He released her and walked with her towards the Castle,
Suddenly she looked towards him, hesitated, and said, as
though all her inarticulate truth might be expressed in
the words:
"It's just that I'm numb—and frightened, Lewis—
that's all. Not a coward."
The curbed pleading in her tone and the failure of her
words to match the dumb passion within her struck deep
into his memory.
"You might have said that, Julie dear, when you were
twelve years old."
She gave a little laugh, almost of happiness. "It is true,
then, that you love me," she said. "You wouldn't have
remembered."
When they reached the pavilion and were drawing near
to the lakes, he stopped. "It was here we met, Julie. Shall
we part here?"
She gazed at him, feeling only the shutters of the past
closing in upon her mind. She was stiff, without tears.
They dared not touch each other, and she turned away
and went on towards the bridge, determined not to look
back, incapable of it. Then, hearing him follow her, she
turned. He took her hand and bent and kissed it. Her body
began to tremble in ice and fire, and she exclaimed: "But
I made you kiss my hand when Ballater was here!" For an
instant she was stung with wild shame and joy, but when
he was gone she could think only of the sound of the water
flowing beneath the bridge and of the emptiness of her
words. There will be snow before night, she said, for she
could read the skies in the colour of the water and the
shrewd bleakness of the air.
That night, after dinner, Lewis came into the smoking-
room of the Castle, not in evening dress, and wearing a
rough overcoat powdered with snow. Sophie pressed her
teees together, curling her toes in her slippers. Julie rose,

